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St. Wichotas* 
and Cinderclaws. 
CHRISTMAS DREAMS. 

One Christmas eve, Susan 
Eccleston and her brother 
John, hung their stockings 
carefully by the chimney 
corner, and after saying their 

rayers, fell asleep. They 

th had strange dreams, and 
I shall take pleasure in re- 
lating them. 

John dreamt, that he was 
in bed, peeping at his stock- 
ing, over the bed clothes, 
when he saw a very pleasant 
looking old gentleman come 
down the chimney, on a nice 
little poney, precisely like 
one named Lightfoot, that 
his Uncle Ben had pro:nised 
to give him. It was funny, 


*These two personages divide the 
honor of filling the stocking in our 
nection of the Union. We should be 
giad to know whence this tradition 
wme, aad how far it extends, 





indeed, to see the poney slide 
down feet foremost, and John 
could not help laughing; 
but he laughed still louder, 
when he examined Old Nich- 
olasthe rider. His hair was 
made of crackers, and as he 
came nearer and nearer to 
the lamp, that stood on the 
hearth, pop went off one of 
the crackers, then another, 
and then another, St Nich- 
olas was nota bit frightened; 
he only rubbed his ears with 
his cvat sleeve,patted the po- 
neyto keep him quiet, and 
laughed till he shewed the 
concave of his great mouth, 
full of sugar plums. 

John was excessively a- 
mused, and shouted so loud, 
that his mother thought he 
had the nightmare. He 
watched the old gentleman 
closely, and then looked at 
his stocking. It hung very 
conveniently. “He can’t 


put the Poney in it,” said he 
to himself, “and that is a 
pity.” 

The old gentleman’s pock- 
ets stuck out prodigiously, 








aud he panted and pufied as 
if he had been cudgelling an 
alligator. 

“Well,” said he, wiping 
the perspiration off his face, 
although it was the 25th of 
December, “if this is not 
hardwork. Fifty five young« 
sters have I called on, the 
last hour. Hark! St Mi- 
chael’s sounds loud down the 
chimney. - One, two. I 
shall have a tough job, from 
two o'clock until daylight, 
popping down the chiunnies 
fron South Bay to the Lines. 
I wonder what this chap 
would like for a Christmas 
present,”continued he, eyeing 
the stocking; then putting 
his arms akimbo, he began 
to consider. John’s heart 
beat. “Good Mr. Nicholas,” 
said he to himself, “if you 
could only give me that poe 
ney.” But he kept quite still, 
for he saw the old man put 
his hands into his tremen- 
dous pockets. “ Let me see,” 
said old Nicholas, “ here is 
a jackknife, that I was te 
have given to Tommy Bat. 
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tle, if he had not quarrelled 
with his sisters, Open Scsa- 
ame!” The stocking open- 
ed, and in went the Jack- 
knife, It was the very thing 
John wanted, One after a- 
nother, the old gentleman 
pulled out twine, tops, mar- 
bles, dissected maps, picture 
books, sugar plums, and di- 
vers other notions, all the 
while taiking to himself. 
“ This lignum-vilae top,” 
said he,“‘is for Tim Barnwell, - 
a clever chap, who never 
tells lies. These nice fish 
hooks and line,master Troup 
must have, for his patient 
care of his father, when he 
had the gout. This Pearl 
for 1833 Was for William 
Wiley, but the lad kicked his 
brother, and called him a bad 
name, so we will lay it by for 





Sam Trout.” 

John thought he could 
have stayed forever to see 
the ald gentleman take out 
his knicknacks,and tell whom 
they were for ; but he began 
to be a little frightened for 
his own stocking, when he 
recollected that he had been 
remiss in his Latin the last 
quarter. “1 hope the old 
gentleman does not under- 
stand the classics,” said John 
to himself, but he stopped 
short, for his queer visiter 
held yp the stocking, saying, 
“1 think this lad loves gun- 
powder by the ameli of this 
stocking.” He then took 
hold of his hair, and pulling 
out crackers by the dozen, 
from his head, tied them up 
into neat parcels, and threw 
them into the stocking. As 


new crackers appeared, and 
hung down over his ears and 
forehead. ‘ This accounts 
for the noise we hear on 
Christmas,” said John, “I 
never knew, who made all 


hold his sides for laughing, 
the old man looked so droll. 
As the old gentleman 
stooped over the light, to put 
a new supply inthe stocking, 
an unusual number exploded, 
and the little 
start up the chimney, disap- 
peared. John awoke; it 
was just daylight. He sprang 
out of bed, roused all the 
family with his “ Merry 
Christmas,” ran to the stable, 
and what should he see, but 
Uncle Ben’s little Poney with 
abridle on his neck, on which 
was tied a piece of paper, 
written, “A merry Christ- 
mas with the Poney Light- 
foot, for my nephew John?” 
Cc. G. 
KF Cinderclaws in a future 


number. 








For my Younges t 
Readers. 


By M. W. H. 


What is the matter 
with Margaret? She is 
crying as if her heart 
would break. What is 
that in her hand? <A 
pretty bird. Why does 
she not put it in a cage? 
It will fly away. Oh, I 
see, it is dead, the cat 
killed it! It cannot 





move—its 





fagt as he pulled them off, 








are shut, 


bright eyes 
a that is 


the crackers,” and he had to |_ 


ney giving a : 


———— 





what makes her cry.— 
Her Mother says she. 
must let William bury it, 
but she does not like to 
let him. put it in the dark 
round. But the bird 
is dead—it does not feel 
now, and it will not 
know where he puts it. 
Will Margaret have to 
die too? Yes—and her 
ro. at eyes will be shut, 
and her tongue and 
hands be very still. But 
if she is good, when her 
body is put in theground, 
her soul, that thinks, and 
feels, and loves, will go 
to God, and be hap 
with the holy angels, 
for ever. Will not Mar- 
garet try to be a good 


girl ? Savannah. 
ommunication Ww 


FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
The basket of Strawberries. 
Abridged from the French. 

On the beautiful road 
from Paris to B——, is an 
agreeable residence called 
the Hermitage. At the time 
of my stay, it was the mid- 
die of the month of May, 
the season, when that charm. 
ing spot produces the first 
strawberries which are sold 
in the Capital. . Lucy, the - 
daughter of a banker of Par- 
is, who lived at. the Hermite 
age, Was one evening sitting 
alone at the window, calcu- 
lating what she had saved 
by economy from her pocket 











money. ust as she was 
planning e thousand ways 
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of spending a louis, which 
was the sum of several 
month’s saving, she heard 
a cry in the avenue, and 
looking out, saw a bare foot- 
ed little girl, who had just 
stumbled, and in falling, had 
acattered several baskets of 
strawberries, which she car- 
ried on her head. Tears flow- 
ed _ plentifully down the 
cheeks of Rosetta, for that 
was the young girl’s name. 
* Oh my poor mother! you 
had enly these to gain a sup- 

: oh my poor mother ! 
what will become of you?” 
Her touching words deeply 
affected the heart of Lucy ; 
‘little girl,” said she,beckon- 
ing toher, “ what were the 
strawberries worth, the loss 
of which you so much la- 
ment?” “There is only one 
basket full left, uninjured out 
of six ; they were all werth 
a louis,and that is more than 
I could earn in two months, 
Oh! what will become of 
my mother!” “Oh! 
do not-cry,” said Lucy, “give 
me that one, and take this 
louis ; you say it is just their 
value, and how glad I am to 
make a good use of it.” Ro- 
setta gave it to Lucy, and 
with a grateful, and happy 
heart returned to her mother; 
and she, wishing to keep the 

deed a secret, carried 
the purchased treasure to her 
chamber. Her father had 
however observed all that 
had from his window, 


and when the light hearted 
little girl ran down stairs to 
her mother, took the basket 
of strawberries quietly to his 
ewan reom: Qn joining his | 





family inthe parlour,lhe men- 
tioned that he expected a 
party of friends, with several 
strangers of distinction to 
dine with him on the fol- 
lowing day; and desired that 
nothing should be wanting 
in the entertainment. - After 
chatting with her parents for 
some time, Lucy returned to 
her chamber, to enjoy some 
of her strawberries; which 
she expected to find the best 
she had ever eaten. But, 
alas, they were no where to 
be found ; and the questions 
which she asked of the ser- 
vants were so indirect, that 
they could not even guess 
what she referred to. On 
the following day the compa- 
ny assembled. A most sump- 
tuous dessert ty presented. 
It was c of every in- 
vention ra Yomary ; the Aor 
delicious sweetmeats, ices 
a Pitalienne, and pyramids of 
various fruits: but every one 
remarked the absence of 


strawberries, which at this 


season were rare. Just then 
a servant entered with Lu- 
cy’s lost basket, and placed 
it on a pedestal of flowers 
which stood in the centre of 
the table. - Full of delight- 
ed surprise, she uttered an 
exclamation of joy, and her 
face ,covered with blushes, 
revealed that some mystery 
was connected with the bask- 
et. . Her father explained it; 
adding, “1 could not think of 
offering any other strawber- 
ries to my friends; for even 
a porcelain vase, filled with 
the most uncommon fruits, 
could not be compared with 
the simple basket of Rosetta.” 
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Every one warmly commen- 
ded Lucy, and insisted on 
her distributing the contents 
of the basket with her own 
hands; and when it was 
emptied, what was her de- 
light and astonishment to 
find a coral necklace, with a 
gold locket, set with pearls, 
on which was engraved: 
“ Rosetta, to her benefac- 
tress.” Une Amie. 
Charleston, Dec. 8th. 


ANECDOTE. 

A little boy, whose Aunt 
(whom he dearly loved, )had 
gone away to live, begged 
her to come home with him, 
and pay his mother a visit, 
She told him she could not 
afford to travel so far, Oh, 
said he, how I wish I was as 
strong as Samson, | would 
take you upin my arms, and 
carry you there. 

Savannah. M. W. H. 


CONUNDRUM. 

Why isa father, who 
frolics with his daughter, 
like one who is very strict ? 

ANSWER. 

Because he is pa’—tickle- 
her. (particular.) D. M. 
v= —— 


CHARLESTON: 
Saturday, December 3), 153% 
AGENT AT AUGUSTA. 

Mr. William Kain is ap- 
pointed Agent for the Ross 
Bup, for Augusta and its 
vicinity. All business con- 
nected with the paper, will 
be transacted by him at the 


bookstore of Messrs. Riche 
ards & Ganahl, 
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OBIGUTAL POW. 





THE DEPARTING YEAR. 


Bearer alike of smiles and tears, 

Of blighted hopes, of startling feara, 
Farewell! Farewell! 

} see thy sadly moving train, 

Float onward o’er tine’s Ipvel plain, 
W here—none can tell, 


Where is the bride, whose maiden glow, 
Bloom’d dazzling ‘neath a brow of snow, 
When thou wert new 7 
I saw them weave her pure, white shroud, 
I heard their yoices sobbing loud, 
The taithful few. 


Where is the habe, whose voice so dear, 
Burst like a bird-note on the ear, 
With innocent thrill ? 
I saw them bear it to the tomb, 
I felt the desolating gloom, 
And feel it still. 


Where is the man with locks of grey, 

Who droop'd upon his toilsome way ? 
Gone, gone betore! 

I tremble as | see thy wing, 

Far in the dtcamy distarice swing, 
To come no more, 


What shall we rescue from thy flight ? 

What remnants of our heart’s delight, 
Retreating time ?. 

Hope, with her glance of cheerfulness, 

And Charity shall lingering, bless, 





And Faith sublime. c. a. 
| FOR THE ROSE BUD. 
LINES TO AN INFANT SON, 


Pillowed apon thy mother’s breast, 
Or cradled by thy father’s arm; 

Their fondest. hope, their brightest joy; 
Guarded and safe trom every harm, 
Close thy dear eves and sink to rest; 

Sleep! darling boy. 


Steep on, dear babe! the fleeting hours, 
Pass o’er thee full of tranquil iby ; 
Onward they pass, and as tity fly, 
Bear. off the peace of infancy, 
And blast its slight but fragrant flowers; 
Sleep! dailing boy. 


Yes, sleep, my love, the innocent sleep - 
Of childhood, ealin and soft and deep, 
Ere ee remorse or pallid fear 

Thine unmolested thoughts anney; 
While stainless memory does not bear 
One thought to cause the bitter tear; 
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CURR RRRRRRr Ur 
WULBIDs, in Savannah, on the 10th mst. Kuraer 
FOKX VV iL PBERGER, aged five years and mine months. 
This interesting child was called away, after a very short 
illness,but not before his thoughts and affections had been 
directed towards a better world. For some time, a regu- 
lar attendant at the Infant Sabbath Sehool, his heart 
been deeply affected by what he heard ; his teacher's 
name was often uport his lips, and her instruetions, the 
subject of his conversation. He frequently spoke of 
death, and when one of his frends asked him what it was 
todie,he suid,“"To have your body put into the ground,but 
your spirit (if you are good) fo goto God. His gentle 
and affectionate manners won him many friends, but in 
lis ouly brother he had all that his heart desired for com- 
anion or play mate ; that little brother is now left alone. 
Then first attacked he said to one near him, “Aunty, I 
am afraid I am going to die.” She replied,“I fear yon are, 
my dear, but do you not wish to die?” “ No,” he said, “I 
do not wish to be pe into the dark hole.” But this pase 
sed away, and before he died, his calmness, and even 
cheerlulness surprised those who were with him He 
took leave of his parents and friends with a smile, and 
said, “I am going home, and looking up in his Father's 
face, and stroking it with his trembling hand he said, 
“ Father, I shall have to go by myself.” He called for his 


brother to come and kiss him, and turning on his side he 

said, “ Lord have mercy on me,” and in a few minutes, 

we doubt not he was in the 

“ Of such is the kingdom of 
Savannah, 


ao of Him who said, 
eaven.” 
M. W. H. 
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OR RHINOCEROS, 


And other rare and living Animals, are now exhibiting 

posite Mr. Lege’s Leoag Room, in Queen-street. Also, 
DANDY JACK, and CAPTAIN BILL, with their 
SaercanD Pontes. 

The place of Exhibition is well prepared for the recepe 
tion-of spectators, and every attention paid to render it 
orderly and amusing, 

Music by or oe erformers. Doors open frong 
10 ofclock A. M. to 4. P.M. Evening’s performance from 
early candlelight till 8 o’clock. 


Admittance 50 cts.—Children 25. 


a 


The Subscriber has recently 


received an extensive assortment of Youth’s 

. and Children’s CLOTH, MERINO, and 
SILK’ CPS, of the latest fashion. 
J.B. BROWN, ' 








Sleep! darling boy. 





Dee. 27. 17 Broad-street. 
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